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answer, but to free himself of an image by which, as he told me later,
when we had become inseparable, he was obsessed at the time of
which 1 am writing: of a picture of a narrow street in Balauze, of
nettles growing against the wall of the Cathedral, of the stocky
figure of a man at a window, of the white, wraith-like form of a
woman who could scarcely find room to slip between his shoulder
and the wall.

After another silence, he went on: "I must give you back ,.. you
know what, surely?"

He was thinking of the locket; she protested:

"No, keep it!"

But he had already undone his collar, and was trying to take off
the chain. After a bit of fumbling he gave up, sat down, and re-
mained, saying nothing, his head drooped forward.

I did not notice at once that he was crying, but it was to his tears
that Michele at last surrendered. They had moved no nearer to one
another. This visible sign of a misery at whose cause she could not
guess overcame Michele's resistance, though she had stood out
against everything else. She had not forgotten a single one of her
grievances. She would have a whole lifetime in which to brood on
them. She would add many others to them, storing up ammuni-
tion for future quarrels. But he was crying, and she found it im-
possible, physically impossible, to bear.

She went close to him and, bending down, wiped away his tears
with her diminutive handkerchief. At the same time she laid her
hand on his head.

Though I had turned away, I could see what was happening in
the mirror. I saw, too, the door into the hall open* It remained
open. No one came in. Jean de Mirbel had got up from his chair.
Then, Brigitte Pian appeared, carrying a tray loaded with cups and
bread and butter. I realized that she must have put it down on the
wood-chest in order to open the door.

Only her lips smiled, and she looked at us from a pair of sombre
eyes.